CHAPTER TEN
The Raid of the " Franconia"
AN episode occurred just about this time which might
xlLbe worth recounting. It is a proof, at any rate, of
the adventurous spirit of the American woman, whether
bound in the bonds of holy matrimony or not.
My wife and I motored into Monte Carlo one after-
noon to attend a dinner-party given by a well-known
hostess to the King of Sweden, a pleasant function to
which we had been looking forward for some time. It
was after the Opera season, so we had given up the small
flat we usually occupied at the Hotel de Paris for a month
in the year and took in with us only clothes for one evening.
We went up to see our rooms; my wife paid a call at
the coiffeurs whilst I had my hair cut and afterwards we
met in the bar to have a cocktail before changing, always
rather an amusing thing to do because you were certain
to meet your fellow guests for the evening. We found
the place invaded by a very pleasant crowd of American
tourists, mostly ladies, talking at the top of their voices,
obviously very pleased to be there and anxious to be
friendly with everyone. Suddenly, just as one is swept
off one's feet on a sandy shore by one of those curious
waves on what seems to be a perfectly still day, we both
felt ourselves bombarded by a storm of greetings, hand-
shakings and embraces. It appeared that the tourists had
landed from the Franconia, the fashionable tourist ship of
the day, only an hour ago and included amongst their
number were many old school friends of my wife, some
of whom, indeed, had been at our wedding. I am afraid
we were rather a nuisance to the habitues of the place,
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